Aaroor Arcanum
I
Images move. Dust columns to bamboo; Ant-Hills cave to collect His bloomy spray; Folded hands are ever folded to pray Him leaving unleaving the icy blue Now adance on dais cordial to view. His face beams, the rest is dark with no ray. Denebola shines and Red Betel gay Swings His car upon the servitor-crew. In a stir I breathe now ere I breathe out; The stars tell me the rest of the red dust-Hours of Lord's manifold play and my doubt Too dear to analyze, too close to crust Of Earth here born freed in Her roundabout And leave me-ontic-PoongKoyil-possess'd.
n
PoonKoyil is the name, I hear the calyx' Whispering the secretive Act of Lord; The flower shows the petal; but the bow no chord; In Blue blue by an enskied chemic mix; The car justifies the Highway in a fix; When the bell chimes Timely you hear the sword; Vikraman-cut-stone Southern corridor'd Sings Manu,Chola,Justice,Cow,Axis Wheel and calf,coronation and sacrifice. The cow and the King are in one oneness; Is there a tether there interimwise?' I ask and peep into the openness O'er PoonKoyil's top and into the skies. The flower of Beings e'er there circuit and bless. discerning scholar-reader alone, sometimes the writer daringly coins words even like Keats or Shakespeare. .
